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JULIETTE EZZELIN
JJ finished laying the breakfast things. Her husband was reading the paper, which the concierge brought up with the milk every morning. He was already dressed. When he had taken his, coffee and a couple of slices of bread and butter -in about a quarter of an hour, in fact - he would start for his office.
His hair, which he wore rather long and brushed carefully, keeping it in place with a little hair-oil, was of a lustreless, indeterminate fairness. He had washy blue eyes, and a face which struck you as weak, despite the accentuation of certain features of it. In anybody else's case, a chin like his would have seemed " determined." In his case, it was only an unfortunate excrescence, which a child might be tempted to tug as though it were a beard. His nose on any other face would have been bold and sensual. On his face it was an indiscretion. It compelled you to bear in mind that the nose is an organ which sniffs and has to be blown loudly from time to time, with the handkerchief lingering a second or two afterwards to clean out the cavity of each nostril.
His name was Maurice. Juliette had a horror of this Christian name, which she had always disliked-at least, she thought so - but she had not fully realised its ugliness until after she was married. For her, now, this name evoked a colour, one of the least pleasant which she could imagine: that which you indicate when you speak of hair being a
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